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still liked to see the game although he could not longer bring himself to put a hole into the shining coat of the beautiful animal. He talked about his dead wife, who had been his support in life; tears came into his eyes; the way in which he described his condition was very moving. He also talked of his English relationships, and how he had generally liked the sailors, but not the admirals. ...
I took care to show him the honours due to royalty; one felt that one could not do otherwise. When I got out I stood at the salute; a small crowd had collected in front of the house. We went in to supper and again I sat next to Bismarck. Here I must relate an incident which showed his tactfulness. I should have liked very much to ask him for a photograph with his signature, but I knew how unpleasant it was to be pressed for such a thing; and when I accompanied Prince Henry in Italy I had been disgusted at the struggles which had taken place on both sides to secure decorations and photographs. On the other hand I was sorry that I had not ventured to ask the old Moltke for a souvenir when I was showing him over the torpedo section in Kiel, in Stosch's time, and had had occasion to feel the ascendancy of his great fine spirit. Bismarck now spared me making the request by professing to remember my old father when in the top form of the Grey Friars School, and handed me his own portrait for my old father, who was still living then.